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" the genius of the English race in adversity/* But
in those summer weeks they were braced by some-
thing more than adversity. For they had always
valued their privacy. -Their garden walls were
higher, their railway compartments smaller than
those of other people; and when all Continental
aid fell away from them, they were inwardly sus-
tained by a strange, consoling feeling that they had
got the war to themselves. There were no more
foreign complications now; and they could trust
themselves to do whatever had to be done. It was
somehow comforting to feel that their backs were
to the wall, that there was nothing more for them
to think about, and that henceforward action would
determine the event. (That feeling was put into
words by the Londoner who remarked sedately,
"Well, we're in the final now/') They could see
clearly that they had not been very good at fore*
casting events or at making preparations to encounter
them, and that they had been brought to the edge of
the abyss by leaders who honestly supposed them-
selves to be travelling in the opposite direction.
But all that was over, and life seemed infinitely
simpler now that they could see the precipice in
ftont of them. For they were free to concentrate
on action, on immense increases of production, on
improvising an entirely new defence force over a
millioa strong. They set about it in a mood of
surprising cheerfulness. Indeed, they were unusually
sociable that summer* Strangers actually spoke to
one another, warmed by a sense that they were all
itt it togetfoet (and a comfortable feeling that nobody